Thoughts on searching for sexual images 


Prior to this week, I had never done an online search of sexual image 
material. It seems that I’ve been missing out on a world that I hardly knew 
existed. 

I started the assignment by doing a Google search of the term “sex.” I 
came up with 60,300,000 hits and quickly realized that I needed to narrow 
my focus. For some reason I was thinking about Clint Eastwood’s 
orangutan films so I decided to look for stuff on “sex and monkeys.” This 
brought up some interesting hits on research experiments, including one 
man’s twenty year study on how to increase his own sex drive by studying 
the mating behavior of monkeys. One thing I found sort of interesting after 
a while was that for whatever keyword I entered in my search, there seemed 
to be a sex toy named after it. For instance, in my search of “sex and 
monkeys,” I discovered that panties made with built-in vibrators are called 
“funky monkeys.” Who knew? And in my search of “sex and Montana,” I 
found a blowup doll generically called “Montana Dream Girl” for $44.95. 
The picture on the box depicted a toned and buxom blonde, her breasts 
spilling out of an itsy-bitsy Western blouse, straddled on a saddle. The 
caption on the box read, “Get ready for the ride of your life.” Hmmmmm ... 
I also discovered that there is a pom star named Montana Gunn who, 
according to a review by Adam Film World, gives “first-rate carnal 
performances” and is a real “team player.” On a more serious note, my 
search of “sex and Montana” also brought up useful information about the 
state’s sexual offense laws and sexual offenders. 

Jumping ahead to the end of the assignment... I was really intrigued 
by how uncomfortable I felt when I entered my first porno chat room. Even 
though I was disguised as “bobba” (chosen in honor of my seemingly 
gender-neutral cat, Bob) and knew that people didn’t know who I was, I still 
felt uneasy. My discomfort quickly changed to laughter as I read what other 
people were writing. Someone named “MasterD” entered the chat room 
with the line, “Yo, where are all the fuck bitches?” Someone named “asben” 
replied, “I don’t know . . . they must’ve scattered after the Miss Universe 
pageant.” Pure comedy, I tell you. As time went on, I began to feel more 
comfortable in the chat room, but not comfortable enough to actually engage 
in conversation with people. At one point I was about to, but then this one 
guy started revealing details about himself—age, appearance, etc.—in a 



seeming attempt at finding a date. When he started calling out specific 
participants and asking them personal questions, I decided to sign off The 
illusion of fantasy had been broken. Although I rather enjoyed being a silent 
observer, I definitely want to try chatting with people in future visits. © 



